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with suspicion  and then took up their whispering
again.   He went to the adjoining table.

One of the Chinese was unmistakably a man from
the North. The others, listening to him, registered
agitation and horror,

k*He can't come." the Chinese whispered in the
dialect of Honan. " Since they have Sun Yat Sen, no
clerk is permitted to leave the Embassy* But he found
a way to get in touch with me and give me the news.
After this I don't want to meet you. It is too
dangerous. These people watch one another. And
perhaps they have seen Hu and me together."

**You are right,'* a slim, extremely well dressed
Chinese said in the hasty dialect of Canton. "We
won't meet after this; but you should continue your
contact with Hu at any price. Send your messages to
this address," he wrote it on a piece of paper. " Now
go-'

The man from Honan left quickly. As he opened
the door they heard the words of another Salvation
Army Song:

**......joy......confidence......sweet......

thrill......"

"Corybantic Christianity......says Huxley," the

well dressed Chinese murmured.   "But what to do
now ?   We have to appeal to British Government"

"We better do this through Englishmen/' a quiet
man said, also in the dialect of Canton.

** It will be damned difficult to make them under-
stand that Sun Yat Sen is a political prisoner and not
a lunatic. The representative of Pekin has all
necessary credentials to prove that he is a relative of